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| A Poetical Soliloquy ; or, a Believer triumph- 
ing under Troubles. 
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I Peeiical Soliloquy; or, a Reliever triumpbing 
| under Troubles. 


HY art thou ſad, my foul, this day, 
't he Lord himſelf hath made thy way 
Wait but a while, and thou ſhalt fee, 

His love in all that comes to thee. 
Met:hinks | hear his pleaſant voice, 
Commanding thee for to rejvice ; 

Though world and ſatan, law and fin 
Combine to make thee dark within: 
Whilſt providence bids joy depart, 

The promiſe brings it to thine heart. 

A 3 | Ged 


6 SyrtntTVUAL SoNnGs 


God in his outward acts may frown, 
When he in love ſends comfort down. 
Sometimes with thorns he compaſs thee, 
And blaſts thee with calamity : 

Yet, by and by, he will revive, 

And make thy ſoul, like corn, to thrive. 
He lets old Adam do his part, 

And fo thereby convince thy heart, 
That leproſy in thee remains, 

And by this means thy pride reſtrains, 
He gives and takes awey his own, 
That unto 1 hee it may be ſhewn, 
Thou art but tenant at his will, 

The right in him remaining till. 
When thou haſt on Mount Tabor been, 
And there hi. glory thou haſt ſen ; 

He turns thee down from off the hill, 
But yet he doth ſupport thee ſtill. 

Theſe are the changes ty'd to time, 
But after theſ: there's joy ſub'ime ; 


When pale fac'd death hath done his part, 


Then lafting life ſhall fill thy heart. 
When thou doſt mount above the ſtars, 
Thou ſha!t have freedom from all jars : 
Thy poverty, thy fin, and fears, 

Shall drop away with all thy tears. 


* 
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| 


ror CIA. 
In all the ſhining orbs above, 
There's nothing but triumphant love : 
Cold doubtings and perplexity, 


Together with thy duſt muſt die. 


On bubbles here thou ſett'ſt thy mind, 
And they are broke with ev'ry wind; 
And that which thou doſt beauty call, 
To-morrow will to aſhes fall. 

But when thy ſoul is once unty'd, 

Thy pleaſure then will all abide; 
Thou ſhalt with ſaints and angels ſing, 
A winter once, but now a ſpring. 

The upper court no temple knows, 

No prayers, nor religious vows 3 

For the:e ail worſkip is but one, 

And that is praiſe to God alone. 

When thou art got above the ſun, 
Thou ſhalt not aſk how = run; 


Thy life will undivided 


And all in one thy foul ſhall ſee. 

The Lord will be thy laſting light, 
And Jeſus ever in thy ſight, 

O then, my ſoul, come take thy flight, 
And, if God will, begone this night. 
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A Journey from this World to the World 
behind the Curtain. 
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A Journey from this World to the World 
behind the Curtain. 
2 "TIS known to all this world is full of grief, 
I almoſt think 'tis but a civil thief ; 

It offers much, but little doth it give; 
How can I chooſe in ſuch a world to live? 
'Tis froward, peeviih, changing, full of turns, 
Sometimes it freezes, by and by it burns : 
It ſhews be dainty things, but whilit that I 
Upon them gaze, they ſlightly paſs me by: 
Much like a fiza that ſkips upon my hand, 
But yet it wil! not be at my command. 
When upon this world did meditate, 
I quickly found it always came too late, 
To help me in a firait, or elſe too ſoon ; 
For when I wanted, it was always gone. 


So much diſtrafted I went on; 


To ſeex another world when this was done: 
I went a little way and there I found, 
A piece of bleſſed conſecrated ground, 
Where ev'ry dwelier doth in ſafety lye, 
And yet no man can claim a property : 
'Tis common unto all without a ſtain, 
Tis water'd too without one drop of a 
10 
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No c:eature's goodneſ can a title g ve, 
But all muſt on the Doror's mercy live: 
The wortt of finner's here, may have a part, 
Provided they lye in the Donor's heart. 
T {aw od Adam there. who by his fall, 
Defii'd a world, and ſo condeinn'd us all; 
He ſhines as much as any ct the reſt, 
And Eve herſelf with hzppineſs is bleſt; 
And Ahram tod, that did his wife deny, 
Is beaurify'd with al felicity; 
And Let, who did his daughters d-ar defile, 
Is always look'd on with a pleaſing ſmile; 
Although bis wife for making of one halt, 
Was therefre turn'd into a heap of fait. 
Samp/on was but a halting man in lite, 
And all his days were exercis'd in itrife 
Vet he is here ſet down in laſting peace, 
And vexing Delilah from him doth ceaſe : 
Bu: being there, I thought | would go on, 
To ſee it I cou.d find King Solomon, | 
Who had a thouſand objects of delight, 
To charm his ſenſes, and to blind his fight; 
Ard tho? 'tis ſtrange that ſuch an one as he, 
Should enter there, yet there J did him fez, 
No more to be deſil'd by heathen rout ; 
He, taken in, and all his wives thut out. 

| And 
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And thouſands more with theſe do daily jo'n, 

Tit re's con'iant acceſs to this world divine; 

And fume that went with crutches al; their days, 

In paſting thither make no long delays. 

Tut yet | was not fully ſati-ty'd, 

] thought there Was another fort that dy“ 

Ot whom in his iseet place none — ſee, 

And vet | krew they could not ceaſe to be: 

To kn w the late ef theſe | had a mend, 

V\ hich in the pretent world is hard to find ; 
Fer vrois cchauchces, drunkards, and the train, 

Cf open finvers, doubtleſs they're in pain: 

The doub: | . ad was of ſome other men, | 

Who feem to make their way 'tu ixt grace and 

in, 


Th t chodſe an honeſt path, and dealing juſt: 


i hut chaſte we e born, and never lain d with 
Laff 


Wh. x PO during avarice decry, 

And give embelves to work of charity: 

Who live, biameleſs as the brave young man, 

Who cam ® <hrilt with a Do this | can. 

Concernics thee my foul dit then enauire, 

The aufwer was, They ſalted were with fire; 

Fer tho' they ſhone in a ſelf-righteous dreſ. 

They were not lad with ſpotleſs rightcoutnet: ; 
But 
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But cheated their own ſouls in doing well, 
And ſo tho' good, yet not too good for hell. 
This was a ſolemn journey which I took, 
And the memoirs thereof are in God's book; 

Salvation now | ſee to be by grace, 
And ſovereignty doth here alone take place. 


An — * 1 


— 


A Poetical Exerciſe on the Author's Frurney inte 
Middleſex, and to the famons City of London. 


F ONDON,! What's Lonaon ? *'Tis a world | 
of things, | 1 
It charms the peaſant, and bew itches kings; 
It entertains the ſtudent with delighis, 
And puts the c:iminal in many frights. 
Londen ? What's London? Tis a world of men, 
And in this world, there i: a world of fin; 
The worſt of villany doch here find place, 
Ver in this town there is a world ot grace. 
London! What's London? l is a world of pride, 
Frizels and furbelows on ev'ry fide ; | 
Patches like moles, and powder'd wigs like 
ſrow, 
I alies like peacocke, with their gallan!s go: 
| Pro- 


en, 


yor Call dDbRE A. 13 


A Poetical Exerciſe on the Author's Journey 
into Middleſex, &c. 
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Profeſſor and profane are ſunk alike, 

There are but few that dare the ſerpent ſtrike ; 

And thoſe that do, have but few thanks from 
th: ſe, 

Whole wanton dreſſes they with zeal oppoſe. 

In Leadon you may many ſermons hear, 

All forts of preachers pitch their dwellings 


there ; 


Some preach the law, and ſume the goſpel 
ſhew, 

Some ſo mix them, that we can neither know. 

Both Fews and Gentiles worſhip their own way, 

Some chant wich organ, and with whirlgigs 
pray: - 


The Ferur are veil'd whilſt they do ſweetly ſing, 


And ſpread the law with mighty triumphing: 
Yet in their get ures little doth appear, 

But mirth or vanity: *Tis very rare, 

To find a penſive look or mournful eye; 
Amongit them al! in their captivity. 

Londen, 15 fall of buildings, tail and fair, 
Brave hal:s and hoſpitals, with ſome good air, 
For poor and lame, for maimed, and for ſick, 
For mad, diſtracted, and for Junatick : 

Theſe laſt in Bedlum you may ſee, and there, 
Some ſing, ſome cry, and ſome do curſe and 


ſwear. 
Some 


Fort CHuitDREN, tg 


Some fit like flones, and ſome do pictures draw, 
And ſome, like bealts, lye down cn beds cf 
ſtraw. 
This fight would make a ſtony heart to ble d, 
And cauſe the fearful to run out with ip: ed. 
Then view the Torrey and the armour there, 
*Twiil make you think that ali men fghters 
are. 
The breathleſs ſhapes of princes there do ſtand, 
But cannot move the breadth of one poor hand, 
W:ftminfter Abbey duth their bones contain, 
You trample on them, but they feel no pain. 


In Greſham College wonders may be ſeen, 


Of beaſts and birds, fiſhes and ſerpents keen: 

'Theie works of God ſpeak forth their author' 5 
praiſe, 

And i:rve good men their love to him to raiſe. 

Look on che people as they paſs along, 

Mark well the numbers of the noiſy throng : 

You'll think the infants like the drops fall 
d wo, 

From clouds above to cover all the town. 

If you obſerve the market's dainty ſtore, 

You'il fay that! moſt men love their bel ies 
more, | 


B 2 | Then 
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T han him that made them; yet if you again, 

Look on the mouths, you cannot much com- 
plain. 

Great multitudes are toiling a'l the day, 

Put things that periſh bear the greateſt ſway ; 

And others they of pleaſure take their fill, 

Fall back, fal: edge, they fear not any ill. 

Yet after all, lis very vanity, 

Poor men are faithleſs, rich men are a lye; 


Great beauty, learning, pleaſu e, wit and luſt, 


Muſt change their place, and 9 lie in 


duſt. 
What are fine garments in a glitt ring day, 
But ſplendid caſes of corrupted clay? 
The beſt of food corrupted, is impure, 


Fine rcoms and gardens can't our health ſe - 
cute. 


Give me a houſe that never will decay. 
And garments that will never wear away: 
Give me a friend that never will depart, 
Give me a ruler chat can rule my heart. 


- 


On 


For CrirDren, t7 
On the Vaiity of Tempe ral Thir gs. 
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On the Vanity of Temporal Things. 
PON a time I took a ſober view, 
Of things below, that were both old 
| and new; 
For I had heard that all was vanity, 
But ſtill I long'd the truth of this to try. 
I wenc to ri-hes firſt, for they are prais'd, 
And men by them from poverty are ra's'd ; 
They 21+ n t know me, to | turn'd aſide. 
And as I went theſe words did from me ſlide : 
The poor man's poverty is want of things, 
This is the difference twixt him and kings; 
He's born as rich, and dies as rich as they, 
Their only excellence is by the way. 
I loor'd on health, and thought it would me 
pleaie. | 

Whereas in this I found a great diſeaſe; 


* was buſy al! the day, but nothing wrought, 


For him that gave it, ſo it came to nought. 

I found the tradeſman, waiting in his ſhop ; 
The flanting lady, building up her top ; 

The wealthy miſer, counting up his gains; 
The fick and u ounded, telling of their pains : 
Theſe all complain that they have much to do, 
Yet moſt of them can never tell us how, 


They 


n 


ron Chiron. 19 
They profit whilſt they live, and when they die, 
We ſay no more of them, but here they lie. 
Like twallows they into our climate come, 
To build and breed, and nouriſh up their 
young 3 | | 
When this is done they take their flight away, 
And come no more until the judgment day. 
Favour and beauty theſe are alſo vain, ' 
And puts admirers to inceſſant pain ; 
Who loves them, never ſha'l of them be ſure, 
And when enjoy'd they cannot long endure. 
But being ſick of theſe, I turn'd my eye, 
Unto the learned tribe; for ſure thought I, 
Theſe men are wiſe, and wiſdom will improve, 
But they were uſeleſs whilſt their pens did 
move; 
For tho” they had the nurture of the ſchools, 
They came from thence but more accomplith'd 
fools. | 
Yet though I ſaw a vanity in arts, 
I had a better thought of goſpel parts; 
But then | found a moth in them to dwell. 


A man may have them, and yet go to bel. 


I paſs'd from theſe, to hononrs and renow:s, 
To palace royals, and majeſtick crowns ; 
They 
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They ſtood ſo high, I could not fee them well, 


But preſently they dy'd, and down they fell ; 
And tho” before would take a giant's fight, 
For to ſurvey them, now a pigmie might. 


When theſe were paſt, I thought I would en» 


uire, | 
How love and friendſhip might a ſoul inſpire ; 
I went on ſoftly, making here and there 
Deſigned pauſes, for I went in fear; 
Yet having ſeen much vanity before, 
I thought there might in theſe be ſomething 
more; 
But here, alas! was no ſecuritß; 
For theſe had learn'd how to deceive and lie; 
And here I ſaw both heat and cold to dwell; 
Sometimes they draw, and ſometimes they re- 
el: 
At laſt I came to covenants and vows, 
Expecting fruit upon thoie woven boughs 
Vet there I found nothing but compliment, 
And thread bare ſtuff, whoſe texture ſoon was 
rent. 
But Jeſus Chriſt is ſubſtance, he alone; 
In him all riches ſweetly meet in one; 
He is enough to fill the ſoul's deſire, 
And turn his love into an holy fire. 


On 
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ror CHILDREN, 


An Hymn on Eternity. 
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An HYMN or ETERNITY. 


Tf. vlin, 10. 13. 
Mal. iti, 6. 


I. „ x] vi. 10. 


Rom. xi. 11. 15. 


Rev. xiii. 8. 
P ro. viii. 22, 


23. 
If. l. 6, 
Cant. iv. To 


Heb. vii. 22. 


Fer. I. 20. 


If. liv. 9. 10. 
Pfad. IXXxix. 28. 


\ Ternity did ne'er begin. 
"Tis always now and yet: 
Ie changeth not by chance and lot, 
Jis in Jebovab ſet. 


Eternity ſets all things down, 
That time ſnould bring about; 
It nam'd the men now camn'd for 


ſin, 
And choſe the faved out. 


Eternity ſaid Chriſt ſhould die, 
For ſuch as God did love; 

It laid on him the weight of fin, 
That it might fin remove. 


Eternity hath paſſed by 


The fin that Chriſt did bear; 
By a ſurety it willingly 
Made fin to diſappear. 


Eternity will ne'er let fly, 
An arrow in the face 
Of thoſe that under Jeſus lie; 
They ſhall be ſav'd by grace. 
Eternity 


' 


Fort CHILYREY, 23 

Eternity decreed the lie. 1 Kin. x55. 20, 

By which proud 4hes fell; hes 

And laid its hands vpon the man Lin. 27 36 
That did our jeſus ſell. 


Eternity did hate the lie 1 fub. il. 21. 
The evil ſpirit mov'd; 

By which we ſee it did decree 
The thing it never lov'd. 


Eternity did juſtify n on 
All thoſe for whom Chriſ dy'd; 12. 
Vet they in time have faith di- Rm: viii. 27, 


vine Fog CO Tis with 
To thew them juſtify'd. pry * 
Mö. x. 1. 
Eternity did fixedly Fe. xi. 3. 


Appoint how we Would grow, Le xlui. 19, 
By waterings, and duly ſpriugs, 
While we arc here be ow. 


Eternity hath ſet the bund; A. xvii. 26. 
Of ail our dwellings her- ; 


* 


The place, the grace, and lig“ 
of face 


That ſhall to us appear. T. Ti. 4. 
Eternity 


; 
| 
' 
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C.“. i. 15, 16, Eternity hath ſet the day, 
| To ca.l us out of fin; 
AT: xii, 48. It likewiie did appoint the way, 
And means to bring us in. 


J xlvlii. 3. Eternity was rever blind 
About our flips, and ſore; 
It fixed the way, and time of 
day, 
When fin ſhould make us poor. 


; 
| 


Pj. XXXIX. 2. 


Eternity hath noted down | 

Our yoke fellow and child; 
3 And whether croſs, or gain, or 
1 Kin. ili. 2. "LY 


Moſt holy, or mof wild. | 


Gen. xxiv, 14, 


— 
3 


Sen. XV. 11. 12. Eternity hath nam'd the day 
Job vil. 4. Of meeting, and of det; 
132. xxviii. 19. And it hath marked out the way | 


Ex. au. 16, Of fen. ing forth the breach. 


1 Tim. vi. 6. — is ſet ſo high, 
No man can come to it, 
It doth deſpiſe the eagle's eye, 
And ſharpneſs of man's wit. 
ns 


1 Cor. i. 19 


7. 


ron CH. 25 

Eternity will not decl re Jeb. xxxiii, 13. 

The reaſon of its ways; 
Then let it now our hearts pre- 

Pare, 

To give it mighty praiſe. Prov, xvi, 1. 
Eternity that cannot lie, 

Hath ſworn, and can't go 


back ; 
The ſoul that doth theſe things 
apply, | 
Shall live, and never lack. Nu vis 35. 
C The 
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The diſcoatented World. 
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For CHILDREN, 27 


The DISCONTENTRD WORLD. 


7 HEN I was thinking how this world 
VI doth walk, . 
] heard a noiie which many men can talk; 
1 By which they pleaſe themſelves, and others 
| too, | 
But talk alone no mighty thing: can do, 
But hearing ft:1}, I fill the further went, 
To fee if | could fee the pearl content; 
] heard the thing diſcours'd amongſt the crew, 
Yet none could prove he had contentment true. 
The miſer who hath coffers full of gold, 
And heaps of caſh that ſcarcely can be told, 
Is reaching ſtill at more with greedy eyes, 
And never knows where true contentment lies. 
The man that hath eflates bo h fair and large, 
Will grumble at the greatnet: of his charge; 
| His neighbour's vineyard he doth much de- 
fire, 
For his own water cannot quench his fire : 
And he that is through honour ſwel!'d with 
pride, 
His heart is ſuch that he can ne'er abide ; 
C 2 To 
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To ſee another mount with wings of fame ; 


And therefore ſtrives to blaſt his neighbour's 


name. 
And others which have dreſſed very fine, 
And ſweetly painted their corrupted ſhrine, 
Will angry be, if other perſons grow 
Into a faſhion which they do not know. 
And ſome who in their labours pine away, 


Whilſt others flouriſh, and their beams diſplay, 


Do gnaſk their teeth, to ſee the ſi ver run 

To other purſes, and themſelves undone : 
Some ſeeing others very much belov'd 

Above themſelves, at this are greatly mov'd, 
But cannot help themſelves, by all their wit, 
And fo at laſt, like fools, in ſilence fit. 

The buyer thinks the ſeller ſtands too high, 
And in his anger vows he'll ne'er comply; 
His anger makes the other angry too, 

And deceives both in what they thought to do, 
Another man he takes a handſome wife, 
Whoſe beauty was the miſtreſs of his life; 
But when the duſt upon this bloom remain, 
He longs to have it turn'd to duſt again. 
The wife is diſcontent when ſhe ſuppoſe 

Her huſband's love dath with another cloſe j4 


| 
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A jealous thought creates a ſoul diſeaſe, 


And makes a rage that gifts will not appeaſe. 
The come'y virgin ſhe would wedded be, 
The man ſhe loves is nor, at preſent, free; 
This hard denia! cuts her at the heart, 
And gives a wound beyond the ſurgeon's art; 
The tradeſman ſee; his neighbour's trade ad- 
vance, | | 
And though he thinks that all men have their 
chance; 
His fortune, as he calls it, being poor, 
He looks with envy on bis neighbour's door; 
The children that have loving parents dear, 
Are oft poſſeſſed with a flavith fear; 
Leſt others ſnould be more indulg'd than they, 
And through ſuch thoughts their parents diſ- 
obey. 
The ſervant murmurs at his daily toil, 
And this doth make his maller's anger boil: 
So diſcontent is rais'd in both their minds, 
And they are toſſed by quite contrary winds. 
The learned man that boaſteth of his arts, 
And by improvement {t:ains his thinking parts; 
Is griev'd to find, he doth not yet know all, 
And by this means to diſcontent doth fall. 
C 3 Moſt 
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Moſt loving friends do often ill ſurmiſe, 
Becauſe ſome make- ba e doth the truth diſ- 
guiſe ; | 
And ſo thereby an evil is begot, 
To grieve each other for they know not what, 
The moſt of men are diſcontented here, 


Beeauſe they meet with things they cannot 
bear ; 


Sometimes the things themſelves are really 


Us; 
Sometimes they make them fo, by muſing ll. 
The only cure of 2nawing diſcontent, 
Is to ſubmit the will, and have it bent, 
To God's diſpoſal, ruling ev'ry thing, 
The pooreſt ſubject, and the richeſt King. 


— 


The cConTEnTED Man. 


Being call'd to travel in a way, 
I Where thoſe that go enjoy but little day; : 
I thought I ſhould not be dif: ourag'd quite, 
If I cou!d find but one thing in the night: 
The thing | long'd too ſee was ſweet content, 
A thing I had not found where'er I went; 


At 
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At laſt I met a man whoſe lot was ſmall, 
But yet he ſaid, he had content withal. 

At this my ſoul began to mount with wings, 
Expecting now to hear of many things 

I never found in all my way before, 

And ſo I reſted at the good man's door. 


We quickly fell into ſome ſerious talk, 

And then he led me to a private walk ; 

And with a chearful mind began to tell, 

What food he had that made him look ſo well. 
Says he, I ſpeak it to the praiſe of grace, 

I am contented in the ftate and place, 

My God hath ſet me in, becauſe I ſee, 

My Father's hand in all that comes to me. 

I know my God 1s ſovereign lord cf all, 
And fo an hair from me can never fall, 

But by the virtue of his wiſe decree; | 
And this, contentment ſweet, doth give to me 
I think again, altho' I am but poor, 

I have no cauſe to pine; for I have more 
Than all the angels that at once did fall; 

For I have grace, and they have none at all. 
The rich I envy not, becauſe they have 
The things of time, as much as heart can 


crave; 
TTis 
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'Tis to be fear'd they have their portion now, 
But mine is kept for me they know not how. 
And what if I were rich, and righteous too, 
I am not ſure what good my gold would do; 
I might be rich, to lay up for mine own, 


And yet be poor where bounty ſhould be ſhewn, 
For though I think, I have no idol now, | 
Perhaps a golden wedge might make me bow; 
And I might be ador'd by thoſe that love 

An earthen God, more than the God above. 
And ſo I might in time acquainted be, 
With thoſe that hate both Jeſus Chriit and me; 
And lower glory always in my ſight, 

Would make the higher to appear leſs bright. 
I know I don't deſerve my preſent bread, 
Becauſe I loſt it in mine ancient head; 

I had enough in him, but there I fell, 

And *us by grace, I am not now 1a hell. 

But thanks to mercy, I can praiſe again, 
Becauſe the Lamb of God for me was flain ; 
When I am hungry, he is bread to me; 
And when [ thirſt, the well of life is free. 
When pun and fickneſs do my clay invade, 
T think *twas mercy ſtill, that I was made; 
And when Jebovab's, ſword doth touch my ſkin, 
I think it mercy that it goes not in: 
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And if he gives me ſtripes vpon my fore, 

I think it is by grace | have ro more; 

And when my father doth exal. his red, 

I fall down low, and c:y, thou art my God. 
It humbles me to think, tha: th: ugh | uſe 
But litt'e of this world, yet | abute 

A great deal of that littie, to that I 

Have cauſe to go in nourning till I die. 

And when my father doth remove my friends, 
I know it is tor wiſe and holy ends; 

And though it runs againſt wy fleſhly will, 

I know my father is my facher ſtill. 

And fo J am content in ev'ry thing, 

And in ſome meaſure ſubject to my king; 
For this ſubjection always makes me free, 
And ſo by {tcoping more, the more I ſee. 
Thus I have ſhewn my treaſure unto you, 
And to'd you how my foul is framed now; 
Let Jeſus Chriſt, for this, have lafting praiſe, 
And let his love guide my remaining days. 
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the reſtleſ thoughts which I have 


7 

I did enquire, what makes this world fo bad: 
At laſt in ſeeking, I did find a thing, 
Which ruleth all, and therefore muſt be king, 
There is a thing that comes not frem above, 
1 4 beneath, 2 may be call'd ſelf- 
"Tis juſtly called ſo, my pen hath hit 
The very white, for that's the name of it: 
The great Mogul and Cham which do appear, 
Such mighty monarchs, pay a tribute here. 
The Tard and Pope, as lofiy as they be, 
Are always crown'd upon this ruler's knee. 
Tho' whigs and tories be each other's foes, 
And act in divers circles, yet they cloſe 
In this great center, and at laſt do fall 
1 the point of wiſhing ſelf had all. 

e crafty merchant tho' he doth pretend, 
To love his country, and oblige his friend : 
His prime enquiry doth reſpect his gains, 
And 2 they will couu.ervail his pains. 

My 
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My bour doth my daily wants eſpy, 
And tells me of them with a ſmiling eze; 
„ — for, thinks he, 
Perhaps my neighbour now will buy of me. 
The lawyer by = univerſal love, 

To ſue 7 5aftice, will the grieved move: 
But what cares he, which of them gets the pelf; 
He is reſolved to enrich himſelf. 

The churchman grants the cure of ſouls to be 
The greateſt cure, yet when he comes to fee 

A dainty living that's about to fall, 

He judges this, the greateſt cure of all. 

The learned doctor courts his patient's health, 
And by one ſimple might reſtore this wealth; 
But yet if angel» dance, and guineas play, 
He'll give him compounds to his dying day. 
The man who hath ſome ſparks of moral ſenſe, 
Will pity thoſe that meet with hard events, 
Becauſe he thinks it will procure him fame, 
And hopes to meet with comfort in the fame. 

A man commends his loving friend fo long, 
As he perceives the knot on both ſides ſtrong; 


| But when returns of love begin to ceaſe, 


Sel&love commands him —＋ to Bold his 


The ful Arnet 
| Becauſe d mpleatneſs doth in union lie; 


5 Plea- 
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Pleaſure or profit, doth excite each one, 

Tf theſe be wanting, ſhe may dwell alone. 

A rich man dying, many will enquire, 

What is his will, and what his laſt defire ? 

They do not aſk, that they may learn to die, 

But in ſome hopes he hath not paſs'd them by. 

The huibandman delights in pleaſant rain, 

Not for his neighbours, but his private gain; 

For if the dew upon his fleece might lie, 

He'd feldom weep to ſee another's dry. 

The diſtant owner, hearing ſhips are loſt, 

Is griev'd, for fear it ſhould be to his coſt; 

But when he comes to hear his own 1s well, 

He grieves no more, nor aſks how many fell. 

The legal zealot many things will do, 

He'll ſerve himſelf, and ſerve another too; 

By living well, he thinks to win the prize, 

And felt alone ſhall have his facritice. 

And ſome that have no need, complain of want, 

To thoſe whoſe bread they know to be but ſcant; 

Left they ſhould ſomething from their hands 
expect, | 

And fo by lying, cover their neglect. 

This ſubtle ſelf will ſoon forgive a wrong, 

To thoſe that charm it with a lively fon; . 

| eil 
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Tell it of corn and wine, twill quickly hear, 
But give it nothing, it will nothing bear. 
To wind up all, I fear that ſelf ſhould lead 
Me to explain it under ev'ry head; 
| For through another, I can plainly ſee, 
7 That ſelf hath always been too hard for me. 


. " — — 
— — 1 


The Drin e INFANT. 


F all the doleful fights which I have ſeen, 
Q And doleful places, where my feet have 
been | 


There's none that in my thoughts commands a 
room, 
More than the viewing of an infant's tomb. 
To tax the guiltleſs is a thing unjuſt, 
And hard to ſentence innocents to duſt : 
I know no law that ſmites before we fin; 
No judge condemns, till evidence comes in. 
| Without a law no creature could tranigreſs, 
| Where rule is wanting, there is no exccfs: 
Without tranſgreſſion, none can juſtly die, 
But babes have fin, © as you and I, * 
D 2 
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As 44am was the common head of all, 
So all his ſons are charged with his fall : 
The fountain of our nature was in him, 
And fo his poiſon tainted every limb: 
Infants are limbs of him, and are clad, 
With all the parts which their father had, 
Who, by his fall, have loſt their moral ſtrength; 
For all men are but Adam drawn at length. 
If a whole lump of gold was made impure, 
And baſe in every part, then we are ſure, 
That ev'ry inch of wire, tho? ne'er ſo imall, 
That's drawn from thence, will be impure 

withal. 
A ſingle drop divided from the reſt 
Of the ſalt ocean, hath a brackiſh taſte; 
And if a thouſand drops from it ſhould run, 
The nature of the whole would be in one. 
'The leaſt of men is man, _— 
The cauſe of ſorrow, ſickneſſes and 
Infants are drops of Adam's filth 
The whole was naught, how Rep 
be good ? 
The ſtock was guilty of a great offence, 
The branches then can have no juſt pretence, 
To clear themſelves from blame till can ſhew, 
W = 
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If babes could prove themſelves indeed to be 
No ſprigs of him that tafted of the tree, 
Which God forbad, then they might tru'y 


fay 

Why ſhould we dye? we did not . 

But if the infant ſhould come forth to p 

Its non-conſenting with its fallen head: | 

The Jaw would ftop its mouth with its own lid, 

And fay, thou art a piece of him that did. 

Thou haft conſenting nature in thee ſtill, 

And that's the cauſe of all conſent of will : 

IT judge the cauſe of fin, a fin to be; 

Becauſe to fin, it makes the finner free. | 

And tho with Cain, thou never yet didſt ſpill | 

Thy brother's blood, nor wiſh another ill; 

Thou haft a nature which in time would cauſe 1 

Thy hands and heart to break my ſacied laws. 

To have a root of bitterneſs in thee, 

Is worſe than bitter fruit upon the tree; 

For tho” one fin committed makes a ſore, 

The ſpawn of all will make a thouſand more. 

Thy nature is a ſin-conceiving womb, 

From whence enormous births do always come : 

And thou art pregnant now with ev'ry crime, 

Which elder perſons do — 5 
| h | An | 
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And tho? thy days but few in number be, 

1 hey do entail eternity on thee : 

Thy little duſt muſt in the grave remain, 

But at the judgment thou ſhalt riſe again. 

Is this the caſe of infants? Then ſay I, 

Without a Jeſus, they can ne'er come nigh, 

That God whom ſcripture ſtiles the holy one, 

And holineſs, by nature they have none. 

But yet thro* Chriſt, an infant may receive 

Pardon of fin, altho' it can't believe; 

Grace acts on paſſives, as the ſcripture faith, 

And we are ſuch in our receiving faith. 

Then let us leave our infants in that hand, 

Which hath all beings under its command ; 

| Who will have mercy in a way unknown, 
And never laſeth thoſe which are his own. 
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S I was walking in a ſun-ſhine day, 
When pleaſing rays of light their wings 
diſplay ; 3 
Betwixt the ſhades, I ſaw the atoms move, 
Some ſinking down, whilſt others riſe above. 
Upon attentive view they ſeem'd to be 
Inclin'd to union, yet I could not fee, 
Theſe motes to join; for when they did draw 


near, 
The wind aroſe, which drove them here and 
At this my thinking foul was ſeiz'd with pain, 
Becauſe I ſaw their labour was in vain ; 
But yet I thought it worth my time to ſtay, 
To ſee theſe atoms buſy at their play: 
They play'd for nothing, yet did ſometimes 
win, 
But thoſe that gain'd, could never bring it in, 
To fix it as they would but by and by, 
Another gameſter comes his arts to try : 
When 
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When he had play'd awhile and nothing won, 


His fellows cry'd that they were quite undone: 


Yet thoſe that did the greateſt loſs ſuſtain, 

Loſt nothing but the dreams of empty gain. 

Some roſe betimes, and labour'd hard all day, 

And in the evening play'd it all away: 

Others left heaps of treaſure when they fell, 

To their ſucceeding mates, but none could tell; 

How long uncertain glory would endure : | 

So they had nothing, ſince they'd nothing ſure. 

Some atoms did their fellow-motes ſurprize, 

And jeer'd the reſt, becauſe they wanted eyes : 

rr 

But in a moment fell, they knew not how. 

The greateſt ſands indeed outweighed the reſt; 

Yet hill the biggeſt ſeldom were the beſt ; 

And tho” their prudence hated to be poor, 

Their reaching folly made them fink the more: 

The fineſt exerciſe theſe atoms knew, 

Is but to catch the flies that bred below ; 

And preſſing many into little room, 

They bruiſe them all before they get them 
home; 


When this is done, they caſt them all away, 


Hoping for better luck another day: 
oping The 
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The day comes on, and they catch many more, 


But meet the ſame ſucceſs they had before. 
Another pretty game thoſe mo: es do ſhow, 
Is by an hook to pull each other low ; 


a Sometimes their bait takes fiſh, yet they com- 


n, 
e. there's none, they lay it down again. 
If angling will not do, they take a gun, 
To ſhoot the fiſh, which in the water run; 
Which being kill'd, do fink into the mud, 
So all is loſt, and they have done no good, 
When any of theſe atoms in compare, 
With other atoms do more bright appear ; 
To compaſs theſe, there is a deal to do, 
And when tis done, tis but a trifle too. 
Like butterflies, they paſs the ſummer through, 
And leave their ſpawn almoſt on ev'ry bough : 
But when the froſt of winter make- them white, 
They paſs away like vapours out of fight. 
Some of theſe thinking atoms try to found, 
Eternal manſions on a finking ground : 
*Tis all in vain, their houſes can't pretend 
To laſt for ever, they muſt have an end. 
At laſt I ſpy'd a number on a hill, 
Of theſe ſmall motes, and each would have his 


will; | 
| One 
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One ſaid, I will have this, another that, 

And he that had moſt fleſh, would have moſt 
fat: 

From words they fell to blows, and fought it 
out; 

From blows to words, and ſo they tack'd about. 

Thus what the morning found, the evening 
loſt, 

And each was entertain'd at his own coſt: 

For when I came to count up all their gain, 

I found that all their labour was in vain. 

So I returning home, reſolv'd to be, 

As watchful as I could that I might ſee, 

My labour was not fo, in him whom I 

Deſire to ſerve, with patience, till I die. 


——_ÞC 


— 


God's negative Voice upon the Creature 
Choice, 


HEN I would fain have flept in perfe& 
Peace, 
And ſo commanded all my thoughts to ceaſc: 
That they might never aſk the reaſon, why 
Some objects touch, and others can't come yy ? 
| Whi 
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God's negative Voice upon the Creature's 
Choice. 
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Whilſt I was ftriving thus to check the ſtream, 


I was furprized with a teaching dream, 
Wherein [ thought I heard an angel ſay. 
There is a voice which all things ſha}: obey. 
J quickly thought, twas not the voice of law, 
For this doth make but few to ſtand in ave; 
No, no, faith he, there is another voice, 
Which helps to chooſe, and yet denies the 
choice. | 
At this I trembling ſtood, but could not tell, 
Ho to reply, the angel ſpake ſo well. 
Confider then, ſaid he, tis work for thought, 
Do but obſerve, and proof will ſoon be brought: 
King David did a lawful thing requeſt, 
When he deſir'd to build a place of reſt. 
For Jacob's God, God help'd him to project, 
But yet deny'd that he ſhould this effect. 
This inſtance, tho* but one, may ſerve for all 
The multitude of lawful things that fall; 
And come to nought, for want of a decree, 
To make them ſtand like things that are to be. 
Suppoſe a thouſand ſteps were marked out 
Into the end of what you are about; 


Tho* God deny d the end, yet you might run 


Nine bundred nigety-nine, that's all but one: 
ö That 
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That one you cannot ſtride; for there's the 


word 
Of God's decree ſtands like a flaming ſword; 
To keep the way, and you from your defire, 
So all this while you labcur in the fire. 
Sometimes a ſhip that's for the haven bound 


n 


ground ; | 

Yet by and by ſhe falls upon a rock, | 

Where God intends to give 3 fatal ſhock. | 

The advocate you A. to plead your cauſe, 

May be — in human laws; 

But yet if providence deſign your loſs, 

Is ſhall fail, ſome — ſhall run 

If means, tho' ne' er ſo , have been apply'd, 

Yet oftentimes ſucceſs as been deny'd; 

Tho? inftruments have far excelPd in ſkill, 

No art could ever alter heaven's will. 

When all things in conjunction lend their hand, 

To raiſe a mount, and make that mountain 
ſtand ; 


So far as God determines them, they act, 


But where he ſtop-, they ceaſe in every fact. 
When maſſy gold is ſet before men's eyes, 
And they exert Wr to win 12 


— 
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There is an hand that lays a ſecret ſtone, 

And ſo they fall before the prize is won. 
Sometimes the wills of two are ſtrongly ſet, 
To make but one, and nothing may it let ; 
But this forbidding voice doth make them ſlay, 
Revokes the choice, and turns't another way. 
Another time ſome matters are propos d, 
Which men of wiſdom ſay, ſhall ne er be clos'd ; 
But God denies their negative, and then, 

The thing 1s done, in ſpight of gods and men, 
If black deſigns be manag'd ne'er fo well, 

In ſtrong alliance with the blacks of hell; 
There is a ſtake, that cuts off this career, 

And ftrikes the riders with a pannick fear. 


The _ which do ſtand before the throne, 


Can tell the truth of this from one to one: 
For by the ſtrength of this denying voice, 
Themſelves are kept from an unlawful choice. 
The noble fabrick of this earthly globe, 
That's always crown'd with an expanded robe, 
Would fall to ruin, break on ev'ry fide, : 


The damned ones in hell wou'd ceaſe ta be, 
And chooſe non- entity, but this decree 

Der ies that nothing-ſtate which they deſire, 
Becauſe it hath reſerved them for fire. | 


But for that word which hath this thing deny d. 
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Then let my will be ſubje& to this word, 
*Tis vain to run againſt Jehowval's ſword ; 
Let his preceptive will become my choice, 
Whilſt J am fixed by his negant voice. 
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r r 
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The Poor Man's Province. 


Roſe betimes, to go I knew not where, 
By even-tide, I found that I was there; 
And as I went, I fell upon a ſtrand, 
W here all men do obey, but none command. 
I aſk'd the name of this unpleaſant ſhore, 
They ſaid, it is the province of the poor; 
And les upon the coaft of want and wrong, 
Which you will find, as you do paſs along. 
I went on ſtill an eaſy country jog, 
But preſently I met a diſmal fog, 
Which grew ſo dark I could not fee my way, 
And made me fall upon my knees to pray : 
Before | did begin, I look'd about, 
To ſee if | could ſpy a cuiſtion out; 
Put there alas! was nothing to be found, 
But fighs and fobs _ the naked ground : 
E 3 1 thovght 
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I thought twa; ſomething hard, but yet at laft, 
IT did conclude to ſtay, night came ſo faſt ; 
And when I thought I would refreſh my ſoul, 
The country yielded neither fiſh nor fowl. 
So nature being weary ſought to pleaſe 
Itſelf with fleep, but there was little eaſe ; 
For lying down upon a feltred flock, 
It yielded to me like a flinty rock. 
j _— came, the ſun went on his race, 

ut pinching wants appear'd in every place. 
There was a talk of — that was a. 
But ftill the people had no caſh to buy. | 
Abundance of good things went up and down, 
And choice proviſions paſſed through the town ; 
Yet thoſe that lived there could do no more, 
Than juſt behold them running paſt the door. 
Whilſt I was forced here to make abode, 
IT found old rags and tatters alamode ; 
And thoſe that got new cloaths never had 
A penny for their old, they were ſo bad. 
Charcoal and billet never touch their fire, 
Such coſtly things they muſt not once deſire ; 
is well if they can get ſome fuel in, 
By fleaing of the earth, to burn its ſkin. 
Rich carpets and fine hangings don't become 
Their drooping * yet they have = 
4 | 2 
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Reſemblance of ſuch glory on their walls, 

W here cobwebs hang and ſpiders get their falls. 

Inſtead of filver plate, an earthen diſh, 

And little there to put, except a wiſh 

Of ſome good dainties, as the rich enjoy ; 

Whilſt hope and hunger do their peace deſtroy. 

] faw no feaſting all the time I ſtaid, 

But now and then there 1s a viſit paid; 

To tell each other they are very 

A ſtory which they knew tuo well before. 

When firaits are very great, they often try, 

To beg or borrow, whack will beſt comply 

Wich thoſe to whom they make their ſad addreſs, 

Rut when they borrow much they pay the lets. 

8 fall out, they'll ſpeak as big as 
Who have it in their hands for to oppole ; 

But after all, no chanc'ry ſuits they know, 

For they are ſain to end it all below. 

1 here is no trading here, fur trade muſt truſt, 

And truſt they cannot, for their ſtarviug muſt 

Come next in place, ſo they are Luan to live 

Upon the crumbs which God doth daily give. 

Would they be frugal, they have nought to 
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To ſpin out nothing is the ſtrangeſt pull, 
And none can Jo't, for 2 no wool. 
And ſome deſigning men, who love their gold, 
Ride thro? this province, as I have been told, 
To grind the faces of theſe wretched ſouls, 
Whilſt they themſelves drink wine in luſly 

bowls. 

When 1 was mounted for to come away, 
Behind a buſh, I heard one of them ſay, 
Chriſt, and a cruſt, Lord, ſanctify to me, 
Can [ be poor, who have a right to thee ? 
At this mine heart began to leap indeed, 
For now I thopght, grace might conſiſt with 


need; | 
And if the Lord be pleas'd to make me one 
Of his poor flock, 1 ſhall not be undone. 
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Ta uE Loves. 


N going thro? this wilderneſs of tears, 
1 human hopes are always mix'd with 
In dumpiſh filence, as I paſs'd along, 
I thought I heard ene ſing a pleaſant ſong. 
It was not raw, but grave and well compos'd, 
And all its parts were very neatly clos'd ; 
Whilſt I was wand'ring, looking ſtill about, 
I caſt an eye, and found a ſhepherd out. 
I aſk'd him, why he was ſo merry there, 
Since this is nothing but a world of fear ; 
Tis true, faith he, yet I can live above 
The fear of all, for I have found true love. | 
I pau-'d a while, and ponder'd what he faid, 
But yet to af: him more l was afraid, 
Which ke perceiv'd ; come then, faith he, I'll 
tell . 
You what it is, and why I fing fo well. 
Tho” I am here ſometimes, I know a place 
Where true love dweils, which is the nurſe of 
grace: 
2 I'm 
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I'm often there, and there I love to be, 
Where force was never known, but all are free. 
Kind heart, and lowly are its conſtant friends, 
Thankful, and think no iil, without bye- ends, 
Wait on its honour, with a p'eaſing ſmile; 
Great truth, and joy attendiog all the while. 
Courage and wiſdom always go before, 
Good nature meets them, to unlock the door; 
Speak but for one, you ſhall be ſure of ten, 
To come behind, and welcome true wm in, 
Which being plac'd, they all expect to hear 
Some ſweet — that's winning, plain and 
clear. | 

With charming meekneſs cloathing ev'ry word, 
Expert in wer, but loih to uſe the ſword. 

_ Aſk what you wall, it never can deny, 
And always gives to thoſe that cannot buy; 
It loves not much intreaty ; that's indeed 
Too low, for ſuch a virtue once to need. 
Tis flexible and ealy to be gain'd ; 
Twi l yield a deal, before it will be ſtain'd 
With ſelf conceit, a vice it ever fears, c 
Becauſe it is the way to many ſnares, - 
'Tis always glad when others do rejoice, 
And mourns with thoſe that haye a mournful 


voice ; | 
| And 
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And when it fees the troubled full of grief, 

It never ſeoffs, but ſtudies. their relief; 

It ſeeks no ſtarting holes, nor paltry ſhifts, 

For to revoke its grants, and former gifts; 

Addition is an art in which *tis fall, 

And ready too, but at ſubſtraction dull. 

No filver bribes can draw its heart awry, 

Nor golden baits allure it to a lye; 

Twill fink with truth, if truth lie in the dutch, 

Rather than chooſe a falſhood to be rich. 

It does not act by fits, but keeps a pace 

That's even, ſmcoth, and fure in all its race ; 

And if it be obſtructed over night, 

It is more active in the morning light. 

Sometimes tis miſus'd, but that's a ſhame, 

For thc.ſe that do it wroog are much to blame; 

And when *tis lighted it will ſhed a tear; 

T hat's all it does, and that it can't forbear. 

It plays no foolfh nick, nor childiſh game, 

Tis ever hike itſelf, and till the ſame; 

Tis conſtant, ſteady, refolute and bold, 

And groweth ſweeter, as it waxeth old. 

And when it goes to its deſired thing, 

It always rides upon the ſwallow's wing; 

And while is going, thinks an hour a day, 

But when 's there, forgets to come 2 ' 
F or 
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For there it meets with what it uſe to crave, 
It's All is there, and more it cannot have; 
Now ſhort eternities in ſilence run, 

And time proceeds as if there were no ſun, 

Abſence is hard to bear, it aften 

Upon its mental feet, tho' walls encloſe 

Its groſſer parts, yet thought this figment gives, 

*Tis where it loveth, more than w it hves. 

And thoſe who prieve this dove, can ſeldom 
find | 

Much peace or ſatisfaQtion in their mind; 

And if its mother ſtops its harmleſs breath, 

It hath a father to revenge its death. 


— 
a * * 
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Upon the Proclamation of the Kino. 


ER E's welcome news to Erglih Jews, 

Grorce Lewis is proclaim'd, 

Whilſt Lewis Grand has loſt command, 

And Perkin's glory ftain'd. 
Good men did pray for this good day, 
Some call't the day of doom; 

Yea, ſome complain, and others feign, 

King Georce will come too ſpon. * 


von Cairo x. 


Upon the Proel 


f the King. 
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Had the Pretender come to rule, 


High church had clamour'd loud; 
And ev'ry aſs upon a mule 


Had rode amongſt the crowd. 
And now, alas! *tis come to paſs, 
That fear doth them annoy ; 
Their bells do ring, a Lath'rar king, 
Which makes but trembling joy. | 
'Tis ſtrange indeed. twould make one bleed, 
To think how Tories ſung, 
When peace advanc'd the pride of France, 
But now they are ſtruck dumb. 
Religion makes their joints to ſhake ; 
They fear the truth will | 


Wo 
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We do not fear that foppilh geer 
Will grow upon the peace. 
For tho? of late Kings did not hate 
The Babyloniſh whore, 
The time draws nigh, when ſhe muſt lie 
Lamenting in her gore. 
How hard would Exgland's fate have been 
If we had play's the fool, 
To chuſe a prince for our deſence, 
That's ncthing but a tool ? 
If that dark fon ſhould come to reign 
Which doth thereto aſpire ; | 
Then we mult go to maſs again, 
Or elſe to ſcorching fire. 
Our bibles muſt be torn away, 
Our teachers teach no more, 
Our children muſt become a prey, 
Our grandees ſoon made poor. 
Let ev'ry chriſtian then adore 
The providence of God, 
Which hath in time heal'd E-g/and”s fore, 
And burat the wicked's rod. 


—— 
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Upon the Crowning the KING. 


REAT prince, and hero in the rolls of 
fame 


* a 
Empal'd with diadems, to keep name ; 
Oppreſs'd with joy, ſome ſpiracle would find, 
Returning praiſe to the eternal mind ; 
Great in your royal Self, and iſſue bright; 
Elector, King, Protector, all by right: 
Legal poſſeſſor of the Britiſp throne, 
Emerging when our hopes were almoſt b 
With much dilating joy you do us fill, - 
In all your conduct and renowned ſill, 
Still guided by the great Jebavab's will. 
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An Elegy; upon the ſudden Death of 
Mr. Nicholas Chambelain. 
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An ELEGY upon the ſudden Death of my 
very loving and much lamented Friend, 
N. NicgorAs CnaMBERLAIN, 


HAT! dead and gone, a ſtrange ama- 

zing thing; 
A ſudden ſtroke may all thy mourners fing : 
I hardly think it ſhould be fo indeed, 
But when I think again it makes me bleed. 
To know the truth of all, I touch'd the place 
Where I was wont to ſee that ſmiling face, 
Which never put a righteous man in fear, 
But when I came, I could not find thee there. 
Now fince the ſad repor: is true, and none 
Can once make up the breach, but God alone; 
It doth behove the living left behind 
To pray that they may be as well inclin'd. 
Thy loving wife hath lot an huſband dear, 
Thy children ſtripped of a father's care; 
But yet thro' mercy they have ſomething till, 
Befides the ſabſtance left them in thy will: 
Thy mantle of inſtruQions which did fall, 
And good examples ſet before them all; 
May they by theſe, and ſuch as theſe, be won, 
To keep an hovſe for God as thou haſt done: 

| "I was 
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"Twas not an empty houſe, but fill'd with love, 

The wheel which makes all otter wheels to 
move; 

Plain Jacob's dealings lodged on thy nd, 

Whilſt Z/az's comp iments no fa our found. 

Thou didſt the fundamental truths embrace, 

J he ſound that pleas'd thee was the ſound of 
grace ; 

The voice of flrangers was no joy to thee, 

But to the ſaints, as ſaints, thy heart was free. 

The loſs of worldly things did ſeldom make 

Thy countenance to change, or hand to ſhake, 

Much leſs to wither in the work of God, 

And few can ſtoop, like thee, to kiſs the rod. 

And though thy ſudden death doth make us 

fland 

Admiring at the great Jehovah's hand; 

"Tis no new thing, twas ſo in former time, 

Gcod Eli's was as ſudden death as thine. 

The ark of Ged was gone, and then he fell, 

Vet ſtill his God was there, fo all was well. 

As thou haſt help'd the ark in time of need, 

We hope twill lay with thoſe that ſha!l ſue- 
ceed. | 

But what is man ? the beſt of men muſt die ; 

Death giveth no teſpite, nor tells a lie: 5 

or 
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For duſt thou art, is what it ſpeaketh plain, 
And therefore thou muſt turn to duſt again. 
There's no diſcharge, from this no man is free, 
Both rich and poor muſt bow to this decree 
It is appointed, purpoſe makes it ſure, 

And none but Chriſt can make our life ſecure. 
To be in Chriſt is all, for thoſe that are 

Bone of his bone, the Lord doth ſtill prepare 
To yield to death, let death come ne er ſo ſoon, 
And ev'ry blow it gives comes ſofter home. 
Sometimes the vital cords are cut ſo faſt, 
There 1s no ſpace to ſpeak of what is paſt, 
Nor time to talk of what is coming on, 

But yet in Chriſt believers work is done. 

And what if Chriſt will ſnatch the ſoul away, 
And in a moment looſe it from its clay ? | 
Shall we preſcribe a rule to him, who is 
Above all rules of ours in ſaving his ? 


The Erirar n. 
I ee 
For as yod are, fo once you did me ſee; 

What I am now will quickly be your doom, 


My houſe is ſtrait, but by my ſide there's _ 
An 
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And if your duft ſhould fall into my grave, 
"Tis no great matter, ev'ry man ſhall have 
His very duſt, and neither rew, nor more, 
For he that made it keeps it all in tore, 


6 


The Saints great Delight in their Heavenly 
— Manſion, 


A STI was muſing much upon the ground, 
Whilſt clouds and darkneſs did involve 
| me round, | 

All on a ſudden I was made to hear 
A noiſe of muſick from the upper ſphere. 
At firſt I could not tell diſtinctly what 
The meaning was, but there was joy begot, 
Which made me think it was the ſound of men, 
Becauſe my foul did ſympathize within. 
And liſt ning ſtill to hear the muſick play, 
I heard one of the chief muſicians ſay, 
I am the man God did in Eaen place, 
And there I ſaw much of my maker's face; 
But yet one day with Jeſus, I declare, 
Is better than ten = could be * 

| o 
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The Saints great Delight in their Heavenly 


Manſion. 
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For there my life was put in my own hands, 
But here I live becauſe my Jeſus ſtands. . 
And Abel juſt, whom cruel Cain did kill, 
He ſweetly praiſes his redeemer's will, 
In this, that tho? his father firſt did hear 
Reports of glory, he firſt landed there. 
Good Abram, who was once enrich'd with „ 
And faith more precious too, as we are tol 
Would not exchange the bleſſed life of ſight 
For faith, nor gold, nor kingdoms, if he might. 
And holy 70 hath rich and poor forgot, 
And left his ſubſtance with his fleſh to rot? 
The change is come which he did much defire, 
His feet are waſh'd, and now he ſcorns the mire. 
Plain hearted Jacob, he is full of love, 
The thought of mercy makes his ſoul to move; 
His conitant ſong is, How comes this about, 
That I am here, and E/au is ſhut out? 
He ne'er procur'd a bieſſing by a lye, 
But in his dealing more fincere than I. 
Tho“ Moſes rul'd, and was in ruling great, 
And gave the law to thouſands at his feet ; 
For him to dwell with Chrift an hgur, is more, 
Than forty years with {/rae/ was before. 
King David he was ſweet'y ſkill'd in verſe, 
And did therein God's noble acts rehearſe ; 

G 2 Yet 
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Yet he is better pleas'd with heaven's Quire, 

Than with the temple, once his great deſire: 

For where he fingeth now, he's free from fin, 

And none but f. ints can bring their cymbals in, 

And Solomon, who had a heaven here, 

Whoſe wiſdem made hi: vanity appear; 

He would be loth to come from ſeſu's fide, 

1 Pharaoh's daughter might be made his 

ride. 

And Chriſt the Lord, who in his godhead was 

Eternal, boundleſs, all perfection has; 

Yet in his manhood he wa: glad when he 

Was going hence his father's throne to ſee ; 

And tho” he © us great glory round his ſeat, 

He's longing {till to fee his ſaints compleat. 

Sometimes poor Peter ſtumbled on a ſtone, 

But he ſings clearer when he thinks thereon : 

It gives a deeper impreſs on his mind, 

To think he's there, and Judas left behind. 

Beloved John, on whom the Lord did ſhine, 

In teaching him the things that are divine; 

Love dweit in him, while he on earth did 
range, 

But now he dwells in love, this is the change. 

And bleſſi d Paul, who did free grace exalt, 

Is got above the thorn that did aſſault His 
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His fleſh whilſt here, and now he freely may 
oe in that place, where once he might not 
ſtay 

Fe had a Goht before, but could not tell 

The language there, but now he knows it well. 
The tempted ſoul that never could be quiet, 

Is chere advanc'd out of the devil's fight; - 

And if he could peep in, to ſee their joy, 


His angry looks would not their peace deſtroy ; 


For he is not ſo black with all his ſpite, 

But jeſus Chriſt their love is yet more white. 
The captiie ſoul that was long bound in thrall, 
And ſtood in fear, leſt it ſhould get a fall, 

Is mounted there abore the reach of fin, 


And none flows out, becauie there's none withe 


1 
The needy ſaint that often wanted bread, 
Is richly fill'd, for there's the fountain head; 


And thoſe that ſuffer'd here. by grievous pains 


Have ail their health reſtor'd ty them again. 
Reproached ſaints whom wicked men did jeer, 
Out of their hanour, always find it here; 
For Jeſus Chriſt he bl ſſeth them, and then, 
The holy angels always ſays, amen: 
Then let my foul approach this happy place, 
Where glory i is the conſequence of grace. 
G 2 A 
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Reflection upon Cnn1STMAS 
| FEAST. 


N winter time, when ſnow was deep, 
And furr'd with icy dew ; 

As I went on along the ſtreet, 
I heard a noiſy crew: 

Some ſung like drunkards at their cup, 
And ſome like cut-throats ſwore ; 

Some challeng'd ſatan to come up, 
But he was there before. 

I aſked one the reaſon why, 
They danc'd about their crime; 
He told me, Sin had leave to fly 

Abroad in Chriſtmas-time. 

Is this your Chriſtmas-time? ſaid I, 
The name thereof declares 

'This invention is a lye, 
And one of Babel's wares : 

You join the ſacred name of God 
With maſs that idol vain ; 

And fo in ſerving Chriſt, you nod 
To bring the Pope again. 

As for the time that Chriſt was born, 
It is an hidden thing 


Same 
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Some ſay it was in Capricorn, 
| And ſome ſay in the Spring: 

Some bring September to the queſt, 
| Yet this doth not appear; 
| But in my judgment, they think beſt, 

Who think owt all the year. | 
If Chriſt the Lord had thought it fit, 
That we ſhould keep a day; 

He would no doubt have fixed it, 

But in a better way. | 
And though ſome men endow'd with pelf, 
Run round like horſe and mule; 
| If Chriſt had kept the time himſelf, 
That might have been a rule. 
Deviſed worſhip blames the Lord, 

{ Doth not obedience ſhew, 

It hath no pattern in the world, 

| And therefore can't be true. 

| But Chriſtmas Worſhip, what is that? 
The vileſt of our way; 

| You drink the ſweet, and eat the fat, 
| And then riſe up to play. 
When Mo/es" people made a calf, 
| And did to drinking fall, 

| They ſeem'd to give Jehovah half, 
You give him none at all. 


Suppoſe 
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Suppeſe a Pagan ſh. uld come in, 
To ſee your way of mirth, 
When a'l your cups are fill'd with fin, 

To celebrate Chriſt's birth : 
Might he not tremble at your feaſt, 
And think Chriſt worſe by odds, 
Than Baal, Moloch, and the reſt 
Of his pollu'ed Gods? 
Was Chriſt a gameſter, when did he 
To cards or dancing lead ? 
Was muſick found upon the ground, 
Where he five thouſand fed ? 
Did Paul or Pater e er ordain, 
Such feaſting once a year? 
The poor do in the land remain, 
And always want gcod cheer. 
The rich have a'l things at their will, 
The poor fill live in pain; 
But mot will ca'l thoſe men that ſha'l 
Do ſo to them again, 
And after all, there 1s no good 
Can from ſuch feaſting flow; 
Becaule that drunken neighbourhood 
Doth make contention grow. _ 
And he that doth reſpect the needs | 
Of ſome poor guelts of his, 


31 


- Shall | 
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Shall be abus'd by thoſe he feeds, 
What vanity is this ? 

But yet if | be call'd to feaſt, 
Where I ſhall have no foe; 

I can receive what | like beſt, 

And let old Chriffmas go. 
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HE great Creator formed one 
Of duft, and then he faid, 
It is not to be alone; 
Pl make an help for thee. 
A ſecond ſelf I'll make for thee, 
Who ſhall thine image bear; 
And ſhe a conſtant help ſhall be, 
In all thy work and care. 
How happy were this lovely pair, 
Whilſt they in Eden ſtoo ! 
But by their fin they did bring in, 
S Tranſgreflion like a flood. 
This flood hath overflow'd the name, 
Of Adam's human blood, 


Which 
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i! 


il 


TILT 


—__— 
— i 
— 
LES 


$3 


aa 


922 SPIRITUAL SonGs 


Which once was pure, but now, 
No drop of it is good. 

If Adam eat at Eve's requeſt, 
And by that eating fall; 

He'll lay the fanit upon the beſt, 
That never ſinn'd at all. 

If Eve be taxed for the ſame, 
And can't from juſtice flee; 

The ſerpent then muſt bear the blame, 
For he beguiled me. 

How happy had this couple been, 
Had they agreed as far, | 

To keep the peace which they were in, 
As they agreed to jar! 

This jar has crack'd the world ſo wide, 
Behold how man is croſs'd ! 

The joy that finds the man and bride, 
By man and wife is loſt. 

Since both agree to gain this loſs, 
Which neither would confeſs ; 

Let both agree to bear the croſs, 
The wade ſhall be the leſs. 

And notwithſtanding all that's done, 
By fatan, world, and fio: 

If both be found in God's dear ſon, 
Then both will live to him. 


| 
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If both agree in Chriſt to live, 

And both in Chriſt to die; 
The grace that both ſhall then receive 

Will make them both comply. 
All little wrongs will be forgot, 
And great ones ſhan't appear; 
When both ſhall ſtand in Jacob's lot, 
No Laab ihall be there. 


On the Day of Fudgment. 


WER God will look upon us all, 
With ſmiling in his face, 
hay reds yy + we are in him, 
ppo is grace. 
This a thing! and new to me, 
That God hath now begun, 
And by his grace now I can ſee 
The glory of the Son. 
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On the Day of judgment. 
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Remember your Creator. 
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Remember your Creator, &c. Eccleſ. xii. 


ildren, to your creator, God, | 
Your ear:y honours pay, 
. While vanity and youthfut blood * 
Would tempt your thoughts aftray. f 
The memory of his mighty name, 
Demands your firſt . 
Nor dare indulge a meaner flame, 
Till you have lov'd the Lord. 
Be wiſe, and make his favour ſure 
Before the mournful days, : 
When youth and mirch are known no more, 
And life and ftrength decays. 
No more the bleſſings of a feaſt 
Shall reliſh on the tongue, 4 
The heavy ear forgets the taſte | / 
And pleaſure of a ſong. : 
Old age, with all her din! train, 
Invades your golden years 
With fighs, and groans, and raging pain, 
And death, that never ſpares. 
What will you do when light departs, 
And leaves your withering eyes, V 
Without 
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Without one beam to chear your hearts, 
From the ſuperior ſkies ? 
How will you meet God's frowning brow, 
| Or ftand before his ſeat, 
q While nature's old ſupporters bow, 
\ Nor bear their tottering weight ? 
Can you expect your feeble arms 
Shall make a ftrong defence, 
When death, with terrible alarms, 
Summons the pris'ner hence? 
The filver bands of nature burft, 
And let the building fall ; 
I be fleſh goes down to mix with duſt, 
Its vile original. - 
Laden with guilt, (a heavy load) 
Uncleans'd and unforgiv'n, 
} The ſoul returns t an angry God, 
| To be ſhut out from heav'n. 
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